Take a Friend 


Author: psychobunny 

Bands: Rush 

Characters: Alex Lifeson, Geddy Lee 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Thu Apr [2 2012 04:19:35 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Take a Friend 


Author's Notes: 
Text appearing in [ ] indicates dialogue spoken in Yiddish, and text appearing in underscores — — indicates either 


emphasis or internal dialogue. 


Trigger Warring: Death of a parent/spouse. 


November, 1966, Willowdale, Ontario, Canada 


Manya placed three pieces of Wonder Bread on the countertop and started spreading peanut butter over them. 
She'd had to chase her mother-in-law out of the kitchen, but she figured it was time for her to start being a 
parent again, even if she still felt like she was moving in slow-motion half of the time. It was hard living 


without Morris, but they had to go on living. 


She thought about each of her three children as she made their lunches. They'd each dealt with losing their 
father in a different way. Her youngest, Allen, had gotten very clingy for a few weeks, not letting her out of 
his sight, but that had passed, and now he was more or less back to normal. Her oldest, Sheila, had thrown 


herself into school and extracurricular activities, and had been named editor of her school newspaper this 
year. She wasn't entirely sure that it was healthy the way she drove herself, but at least she was getting 
good marks and would have a lot of good things to put on her college applications. Her middle child, Gary, on 
the other hand.. He was causing her some concern He seemed to have withdrawn into himself. He barely played 
with his friends, didn't seem to show a lot of interest in school. She supposed that it made sense that he 
would be the most affected, seeing as how he had lost his father only months before his bar mitzvah. She 
had tried to fill the void somewhat, but there was only so much she could do. He didn't even seem interested 


in the guitar she got him as a present. She shook her head. Everyone copes in their own way, | suppose,— she 
thought to herself as she cut the sandwiches in half. 

She gritted her teeth as she heard her mother-in-law's shuffling steps behind her. The woman could not leave 
well enough alone! She thought that she knew how to raise the kids better than Manya did, and she never 


missed a chance to let her know that. _You'd think that she'd move in with another one of her children now, 


but noooo..— 

[What is this you are feeding to the children?) 

[Peanut butter sandwiches, they like them] 

[Feh. It's not nutritious! No wonder the children are so skinny. For my sons, |..] 

[Mother. Its what they like. Believe me, |.] 

Manya was interrupted by Allen, shouting from upstairs. 

"Moooooooommm! Gary's not getting up and he's not answering mel" 

Manya felt her heart stop. She dropped the peanut-butter covered knife and ran through the house and up 
the stairs. 0h, God, you took my husband, please don't take my babies from me.. She nearly fainted from 
relief when she reached the top of the stairs and heard her older son's voice coming from the bedroom. 
"Go away, Allen. Leave me alone.” 

"Nuh-uh! You're gonna be late for school, and | told mom, and she's gonna be MAD." 


"You little fink!" 


Manya opened the door to the room, and the quarreling stopped short. Gary was laying in bed, facing the wall, 
and Allen was standing with his hands on his hips next to the bed, looking triumphant. 


"Look, here she is! You're in trouble now!" 


Manya shook her head. "Allen, why you say Gary couldn't get up?" 


"| didn't, Mama. | said he _wasn't_ getting up, and he wasn't answering me! And he's not! | told him that he's 


gonna miss the bus, and he just ignored mel" 


Manya sighed. "Okay, Allen, you've done your job, now go downstairs and eat your breakfast" Allen shot a final, 


victorious look toward his brother and sauntered out of the room. 
Manya sat down on the bed next to her son. "Gary, what's wrong? Why you not getting up?" 


He didn't move, and stayed staring at the wall. His voice sounded a little shaky, and he was blinking a lot. "I don't 


feel well, Mama. Can | stay home from school today?" 
"How don't you feel well?" 


He shrugged. She felt his forehead, but it felt cool. "No fever. | think you go to school. Get ready now or you 
be late for class." He didn't say anything, but nodded and began sitting up. As he did, his covers went with him, 
and she caught a glimpse of a crinkled photograph underneath the quilt. She began to scold her son for taking 
something out of the family scrapbook and getting it wrinkled, but then she realized what the picture was -- a 
snapshot of her son and his father during one of Morris' rare healthy spells. The picture was taken at a 
Dominion Day parade. Gary was about four in the picture, and he was sitting on his father's shoulders to get a 


better view. Manya's heart broke for her middle child. 

"You know what? | double-check" She put her hand to his forehead again. "Oh, yes, you feel warm. Maybe you 
stay home today, get some rest. Your grandma will make you soup for lunch, and you'll feel all better for 
school Tomorrow." 


"Really, Mama?" 


She smiled, then kissed him on the forehead. "Really. Now go back to sleep. | call the school, tell them you won't 
be there.” 


"Thank you, Mama." 


She left the room, but took a moment to look back as she closed the door. Her oldest son sat on his bed, 


cross-legged, staring at the photograph, 
EK 

Later that day, mid-afternoon 

Geddy sat on the couch in a deep funk He hadnt felt like he could deal with going to school, but staying home 


hadn't been much better. He'd gone back to sleep for a little while, but he couldn't sleep forever, and when he 
woke up his life was still the same as it was before he had fallen asleep. That left the rest of the day to fill 


with only his grandmother, the television, and his guitar for company. 


His grandmother meant well, but she wasn't exactly the most uplifting person to be around. He guessed that 
he understood it -- she'd lost her husband, most of her family, and now her oldest son, but still, it didn't 
exactly cheer him up to sit there while she sighed and went on about "God's will" in Yiddish. She'd gone up to 
her room after lunch to pray and to work on her embroidery. When she left, he started to fiddle around with 
his guitar, but then he felt guilty and stopped. 


That left the television, which was the worst of all. Most of the kids on the television had intact families with 
a mother and a father. If they didn't, the parent they had left seemed to be just fine, not in a fog like Geddy's 
mom, and the programs never showed their mom or dad crying at the kitchen table at night when they 
thought their kids were asleep. Even the Addams Family had a mother and a father, and they were monsters 


or something. 


It was the same reason he hated hanging out with his friends lately. He'd go over to their house and their 
dads would be there, and it made him feel angry and mean inside, so he would pick fights with them so that he 
could go home before he started bawling. One kid had even gotten into an argument with his dad while Geddy 
was over there, and had then had the nerve to tell him how lucky he was that his old man was dead and 


couldn't hassle him any more. Geddy had punched him right in the face. He wasn't very popular right now. 


He was pissed at his brother and sister most of the time, too. They had just gone on with their lives like 
nothing ever happened, like they didn't realize that Papa was gone and never coming back. Ever. He felt an 
emptiness in the pit of his stomach and his eyes started to sting as he forced back tears. _No, stop it. You're 
a man now. Act like it_ He swallowed, hard, and took a deep breath. There. He was okay. 


Lost in thought, he missed the sound of the doorbell ringing, but he was brought back to the present by the 
sound of his grandmother shouting. They usually didn't let her answer the door. For one thing, she didn't speak 
English very well. For another, she was jumpy about strangers. 

[What do you want?!?! Tell me why you're herel] 


[Bubbe, wait, let me get itl] 


He jumped up and ran to the front door. His grandmother was making menacing gestures at one of his 


classmates, the one with the cool shirt and the funny last name, Alex Zipzizivoziv or whatever. 
[Get out! l'm not afraid of youl] 
[Bubbe, please, it's okay! He goes to school with mel Let me talk to him! 


She grunted, shot Alex a final suspicious glare, and shuffled into the kitchen to start dinner. Geddy turned 
toward the boy in the doorway. He looked a little flustered, but was trying to hide it. 


‘lm sorry, my grandmother's... weird." 

Alex smiled. "Oh, it's okay, | get it! My family's right off the boat, tool" He pushed past Geddy and into the 
house. "So, is it Geddy or Gary? The teachers call you Gary, but everyone else calls you Geddy.. What kind of 
a name is Geddy, anyway?" 

"Uh, Geddy's just a dumb nickname some kid came up with a few years ago." 

"What do you like better? Which name, | mean?" 

"| dunno, uh, Geddy, | guess.. | mean, only teachers and my mom and stuff call me Gary." 

"Cool! I'm Alex." 

"Yeah, um, | know.." 

By now they were standing in the living room, and Geddy still didn't know what his classmate was doing there. 
"So, uh, what brings you here?" 

‘Oh! Mrs. Johnson wanted me to bring you your homework!" He dropped his bookbag on the floor and started 
rummaging through it. After a moment, he produced a handful of rumpled papers. "Here it is! She said to get 
it done whenever you come back" He handed the papers to Geddy. "Hey, what's wrong with you, anyhow?" 
Geddy shrugged. "I just didn't feel good." 

"Oh, that's too bad. | hope you feel better" Alex stopped his commentary for a moment and looked around him. 
His gaze settled on Geddy's acoustic guitar, which he'd rested against the sofa. "Aw, cool! You play guitar, too?" 
He plopped down on the sofa and began fiddling with the guitar. Geddy nervously perched beside him. 

"Yeah... Well, | did.. | mean, | used to. I'm gonna sell it, though." 

"Really? Why? Dorcha like it?" 

"l. | like it fine, but | don't have time for that kind of stuff any more." 

"How come? You playin’ hockey or something?" 

"No, no, it's just.. | have to take care of my family." 


"That stinks. Your pops out of work or something?" 


"No, Papa di.. | mean, my father passed away in the spring." He felt his eyes start to burn again. _No, no, not 


now, not in front of someone from school He glanced at the TV set, where a beaming father and son played 


catch on a perfect lawn in front of a perfect house. The father walked over and tousled his son's hair, and 
Geddy lost it. Despite his best intentions, the tears began to flow, and he covered his face. Suddenly, 


everything just came spilling out. 


"Papa died, and now nothing's all right, and Mama's really sad, and Tante Rose told me that | need to be the 
man of the house, and I'm trying, but l'm really really scared, and | miss Papa, and | really love playing my 
guitar, but | should be working or something so Mama doesn't have to work so hard and | just don't know what 
to do and | don't have any friends, and now you know I'm a big crybaby and | can never go back to school 
again!" There was no point in holding back now, and he sobbed and sobbed. 


"Hey, no, don't worry about that.. Hey.. | won't tell anybody, | swear.. Anyway, if anything happened to my dad, | 
think I'd never _stop_ crying. It's okay." Geddy felt a reassuring hand pat his shoulder. 


"Thanks," he sniffled. Wiping his eyes on his pajama sleeve, he looked over at Alex. 
"No problem! Thats too bad about your guitar, though. Why are you gonna sell it, again?" 


"| don't deserve it, and we can't afford to be spending money right now. l'm gonna sell it, and give the money 


back to my mother." 


"Huh. Well, uh, not to be rude, but | don't think you're going to get a lot for it” Alex did have a point. The 
guitar was used when Geddy got it, and even though Geddy took good care of it, the wear was definitely 
beginning to show. He had to do something, though. He was falling down on his responsibilities. 


"Its better than nothing!" 


"| guess." Alex looked thoughtful for a moment. "Hey, what about this: Don't sell it just yet. Bring it to school, 
and we can practice! If we get good enough, we can start a band, and then you'll never have to worry about 
money again!" 

"You think so?" 

"Sure! Look at the Beatles! Do you think any of _their_ moms work? They probably have like IO houses each! If 


it doesn't work out, you can always sell it later." 

"Well." 

"Please? I've been looking for someone to jam with.. | don't know a lot of people at school yet" 
Geddy sighed. "Oh, | guess so." 


Alex beamed. "Great! It'll be neat to be able to play with somebody!" He stood up. "I better get going, my mom'll 


be wondering what happened to me. Hey, you gonna go to school tomorrow?" 


"Yeah, | think so." 


"Swell! I'll see you then!" 


He walked Alex to the door. As the blond boy left the porch, Geddy realized he was smiling for the first time 


in a long while. 


